THE IMPENDING HOUR                            7
The doorbell rang shrilly I tiptoed to the hall and peered through the Judas in my door A messenger with flowers From Voytek I was right, after all. Except that this time he did not send red and white tulips, but red roses As red as the blood to be shed today,
I stood undecided before my open closet: which dress should I put on? In the afternoon I'd have to change to my uniform anyway. I decided on a white dress, hand-woven by Maria the way our great-grandmothers used to weave. The dress was so immaculately white, and I knew how soiled it would become before the day was over, that I broke into moody imaginings again. But I checked myself quickly I just had time to call up Barbarka before going to my briefing
"Good morning, darling Have you slept well?**
"Mummy!" squealed Barbarka into my ear "Can I go home today?"
"Yes, dear. In fact, Td like you to stay at home all day I'm going out now, but will be back by two *
"Can't I see you before you go, Mummy?**
"Is it important, Barkarka? Couldn't we talk later?" I felt a little impatient note creep into my voice What did a thirteen-year-old have to say just at titis point that was so important?
"Oh, but it is important, Mummy'*
"All right, dear 111 meet you at tie Pomiaiiowski Cafe. It'll be on my way, anyway/*
"How soon, Mummy?'*
"In fifteen minutes. I'm leaving now/*
Then I looked at our Persian cat, Kaytek, and felt generous.
"Get a pound of horse meat for Kaytek, on your way home,** I said before hanging up
Poor Kaytek, he won't have his meat for long There won't be any for him tomorrow, or the day after tomorrow, either.